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CHAPTER 1 


DAMN, I hate my father! The old bastard had me drive two 
hours in the mid- December snow to do his dirty work. Over 
the past few months my father had gotten a taste of his 
mortality. A mild heart attack left him tired and bedridden 
for weeks and he'd driven everyone in the house crazy. My 
father had always been pushy and bossy, even when he was 
in a good mood, but having him confined to bed was enough 
for any of us to contemplate smothering him with a pillow. 


My brother and sister were absolutely going out of their wits 
trying to cater to my father's every whim. You see, my 
father had a lot of money, and they wanted to make sure 
they got their share. I was lucky - well, lucky and 
hardworking - 


since I’m the only one with a separate income. 


While all three of us had gone to college, my brother Ned 
had graduated and then moved right back home with his 
wife Anne to live with my parents. My sister, Christine, 
wasn’t much better. She somehow managed to graduate 
with a degree in interior design, but she didn’t have the 
ambition and drive needed in order to become a success. 


They were both basically good people, and if my father 
hadn’t spent most of his time belittling everything they did, 
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might have made something of themselves. To be honest, 
I’m not much better, because | too moved back home after 
college. 


This morning my father had summoned me to him through 
Raymond, his personal assistant. I was sitting at my desk in 
my bedroom working on a short story. I'd graduated from 
college with a degree in English two years earlier. At first, I 
didn't have much luck getting a job, so I spent a lot of time 
at the gym, and I started reading erotic gay love stories 
while I was on the treadmill. After reading a number of 
them, | figured I'd try writing one. I liked the process and 
enjoyed reading what I'd written, so when | was done, | 
submitted it to a publisher. They liked it, printed it, and I'd 
been writing for them ever since. In addition, with help from 
my publisher, I'd also had short stories published in a couple 
of magazines. It was a good arrangement, and no one in my 
family knew | had my own source of income. 


| was just getting to the really good part of the story when | 
heard a soft knock on my door. “Blayne, your father would 
like to see you in his room.” I'd always liked Raymond, and | 
knew that he’d cleaned up what my father had actually said. 


| huffed to myself because | was in the zone and could have 
easily finished in another hour. “Tell him lIl be right there.” 
Raymond shot a smile at me and | returned it. | knew he was 
only doing his job. 


Pushing back from my desk, | saved and closed the file on 
my laptop, locked it from prying eyes, then headed out of 3 
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my room and down the long, paneled hall to my father’s 
office, located next to his bedroom. | Knocked and then 
opened the door. “Raymond said you wanted to see me.” 


My father was sitting at his desk with a blanket wrapped 
around his legs. Papers were piled all around him. 


He'd always been a strong, active man, but since the heart 
attack he’d looked weak and sort of frail, but his tongue was 
as Sharp as ever. 


“Yes, | bloody well did. | want you to take care of 
something.” | said nothing and waited. “Over the last few 
weeks I’ve started the process of simplifying my estate. 


Selling off hard-to-manage properties and liquidating 
unproductive assets.” He sifted through some of the papers 
on his desk. “Your grandfather bought a parcel of wooded 
land decades ago. He never did anything with it, the fool.” 


Disliking your father was fast becoming a tradition in my 
family. “| was approached by a developer a few weeks ago 
about purchasing the property and I’ve decided to sell it.” 


That pronouncement hit me cold. I'd visited the property 
with Grandpa and we’d hunted and fished there. 


Those memories were particularly strong and happy, some 
of the best I have, and I'd always hoped that the land would 
be part of my inheritance. But | knew arguing with Dad right 
now would be useless, so I kept quiet. 


"| didn’t take the developer's offer; it was too low. But there 
is Someone living on the property and | want you,” he 
pointed and wagged his finger at me like a recalcitrant child, 
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“to go up there and evict him. l'Il pay to relocate him and 
get him an apartment.” 


“Who is it?” I'd never heard about a tenant and I|I’d never 
seen one when | had visited with Grandpa. 


My father waved his hand in dismissal. “He’s some old man 
that your grandfather let live on the property years ago. 


He shouldn’t be any trouble. He hasn’t paid rent in years. 
"ve already called the sheriff and told him what's going on. 
He'll help you get rid of him if you need it.” 


“When do you want me to leave?” | looked outside and saw 
that it was already starting to snow, and | didn’t relish 
heading farther north. 


“I want this taken care of right away. The sooner he’s gone, 
the sooner | can sell the property, and the sooner I can get 
this over with.” That was my father to a tee. If he got 
something in his mind, he’d take care of it right away; 
otherwise, it could languish for years completely ignored. He 
turned in his chair, his once bright eyes now dull and gray. 


“Leave today, and get it taken care of.” He turned back to 
his papers and I was dismissed. 


| walked back to my room, swearing softly under my breath. 
| actually had work to do. Still grumbling to myself, | packed 
some warm clothes into a suitcase, grabbed my winter coat, 
packed my laptop and notes, and started down the hall. | 
passed Christine as | was going down the stairs heading to 
the front door. 


“Where are you going in weather like this?” 
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"| have to run an errand up north for Dad. l'Il be gone a few 
days.” My face didn’t hide the fact that | didn’t want to go. 


“In weather like this? You should wait to leave until 
tomorrow.” Christine was always very practical and probably 
had the most common sense of any of us. 


| jerked my head toward the stairs and smirked. “Our 
father’s in a hurry and told me to leave right away.” | leaned 
over and kissed her on the cheek. “lIl be careful.” | really 
loved Christine; she was the most cheerful of all of us and 
she made life with my father bearable. 


| Knew she’d worry, so | promised to call her when | arrived, 
then headed out the door to my car. Unlike Ned and 
Christine, | drove a nice car, rather than an expensive, fancy 
model. My father had told me he’d buy me a car when | 
graduated from college. I'd told him I'd like to pick it out 
myself, so he wrote me a check. | bought a good, 
inexpensive, safe car and banked the rest of the money. I'd 
seen what complete dependency on my father had done to 
Ned and Christine and | wanted no part of it. So for years I'd 
returned many of the expensive but needless gifts I'd 
received from my father, picked out by his personal 
assistants, and banked the cash. 


| unlocked my car, threw my things in the backseat, started 
the engine, and pulled out of the circular driveway onto our 
quiet, secluded street on my way to the highway heading 
north. 
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An hour later, the snow was still falling steadily as | 
continued driving. It was only mid-afternoon and, with any 


luck, I could make it to the property while it was still light, 
deliver my message, get a hotel room for the night, and 
head home in the morning. 


| usually love to drive, but | was not enjoying this ride, and 
the more I thought about the task my father had set for me, 
the more | hated doing his dirty work. Evicting an old man 
from the home he’d known for years did not sit well with 

me. Jesus, Dad, how can you be so heartless? | already knew 
my father’s answer: “Money has no heart.” And let’s face it, 
money was what my father cared about most. Well, money 
and the power it gave him. 


As | continued driving, the snow grew steadily heavier and 
heavier. By the time I'd turned off the highway, it was a near 
whiteout, but at least the wind wasn’t blowing. It took me 
another half-hour to reach the property. A road ran around 
two sides of the acreage and | looked carefully to see where 
the tenant might live. After driving slowly along the road for 
ten or fifteen minutes, | thought | saw tracks, partially 
covered, heading off into the woods. | pulled off the road 
and the car immediately sank to the axles in snow. 


Great. Just what I wanted to do: dig the car out of a 
snowdrift. Luckily | had a shovel in the trunk. | pulled out my 
cell phone to see if | had service. Just barely. Thank god. | 
could call a tow truck. 


| decided to get the unpleasant job over first, so | pulled on 
my warm clothes, opened the door, and stepped 7 
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out of the car into knee-deep snow. The trees were iced in 
white, their bare branches black on the bottom with snow 
clinging to the tops. There was no human noise, just the 
sounds of the air and the trees as they creaked under their 


burden. It was a pristinely beautiful sight: the snow, the 
bare branches, the occasional green of the pines. I shut the 
car door and followed the tracks into the woods. Under the 
trees the snow wasn't as deep and it was easier to walk. The 
tracks were clearly visible and I followed them for about ten 
minutes. Finally, as dusk was starting to settle in, I saw light 
coming from what looked like a small window. 


Thanking my lucky stars, I trudged toward the source of the 
light. 


As I got closer, I saw what looked like a small cabin. 


Warm light spilled from the windows and smoke rose from 
the chimney. | trudged forward and arrived at the door. | 
knocked and heard movement inside. A minute later the 
door opened a little and a face appeared in the gap. 


“What do you want?” The voice was mellow, rich, tinged 
with a little fear. 


“My car is stuck in the snow.” | decided not to conduct the 
business | needed to in the freezing cold. 


The door opened the rest of the way and | gaped into the 
eyes and face of a beautiful young man about my same 

age. | was expecting an old man, and instead my father’s 
tenant looked no older than me. How could that be? My 
father had specifically said that the tenant had lived here for 
years. 
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“Well, shake off the snow and come inside.” | stomped the 
snow off my clothes and boots before stepping just inside 


the door. He closed the door quickly and turned to face me. 
"Where is your car?” 


“Just off the main road. | followed tracks in the snow to your 
cabin.” I looked around the small space. It was rustic but 
clean, furnished with basic homemade furniture. 


"Take off your coat and boots.” I did as he instructed. 


“You can go stand by the fire to get warm. l'Il make you a 
pot of coffee.” His voice sounded almost Musical. 


"Thank you.” I didn't know what else to say. I stepped 
toward the fire, its warmth thawing me from the outside in, 
and I took the opportunity to look around the small space. 


There was a chair by the fireplace, a lamp next to the chair, 
a small dining table next to the tiny kitchen area, and in one 
corner a bed with a homemade quilt. 


| heard him work in the kitchen, and a few minutes later he 
brought me a cup of steaming coffee. | held the mug in my 
hand, letting its warmth sink into my skin. “Thank you so 
much.” | smiled at him and he looked at me warily. | drank 
the coffee, standing near the fire, and finally started to feel 
warm again. 


He kept watching me. “What were you doing out on the road 
in a snowstorm?” 


His gaze was almost searing, and | knew the best course of 
action was to tell the truth. “My father’s dirty 9 
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work.” | tried to keep my expression bland but | doubt | was 
successful. 


His eyes narrowed. “What sort of dirty work?” 
| really hated to do this and | felt my stomach tighten. 


“My father sent me here to tell you that he’s selling the 
property and that you need to find another place to live.” 


Whatever reaction I was expecting - yelling, a physical 
attack - it certainly wasn’t what | got. He stumbled back and 
collapsed into the chair near the fireplace. “Are you all 
right?” He looked like he’d just fallen ill, his face pale, and 
he appeared short of breath. 


It took a few minutes, but he seemed to regain his 
composure and the color started to come back into his 
cheeks. “Yes, I’m fine.” | shook my head and cursed my 
father lightly under my breath. “I take it you don’t agree 
with him?” he said. 


Anger welled up inside me. “No. | remember visiting here 
with my grandfather and | always hoped this land would be 
part of my inheritance. | mean, a developer will just build 
homes and destroy the beauty. | was hoping to live here and 
write in peace.” Damn my father. “Besides, your family has 
obviously been here for a long time; it’s not fair to make you 
leave your home. Hell, | know | wouldn’t want to go if it were 
mine.” My righteous indignation was getting the better of 
me and | thought it best that | leave, so | handed him the 
empty mug and walked back over to the door. “I won't 
bother you anymore. I'll just head back to the 10 
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car and call a tow truck.” | started to pull on my boots. I got 
the first one on and was pulling on the second one when | 
felt a hand on my shoulder. 


“You can’t go anywhere tonight. It’s too dark for you to 
make it through the woods. You'll get lost.” | looked at him, 
not knowing what to do. “You can stay here tonight and I'll 
get you back to your car in the morning. Besides, a tow 
truck won’t come out here at night in this weather. 


Even if you make it to your car, you'll be stuck there all 
night.” 


“Oh, but ... my laptop is in the car along with my clothes.” 
He looked at me strangely, like he didn’t know what a laptop 
was. “The computer could be damaged by the cold.” | 
started to get dressed again. The hand was back on my 
shoulder. 


“FIL go to your car and get your things. | know the way 
blind.” His voice seemed so soft, so nice, and | turned to see 
him and found myself staring into his bright blue eyes. | 
couldn’t believe what was happening. | had been sent here 
to evict him, and he was being so nice. How in hell could | 
evict him? In that moment, | realized | couldn’t. 


“Thank you.” He put on his outdoor clothes and | noticed 
that they all appeared to be made of animal skins. 


When he was dressed, he said, “I won't be gone long. 
Just sit down in front of the fire and stay warm.” 


| handed him the keys to the car. “The computer is in a red 
bag.” He nodded and a minute later he was out the 11 
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door. It only took him about fifteen Minutes to return with 
my suitcase and the bag with my laptop. 


He handed them both to me, stripped off his outdoor 
clothes, and went into the kitchen area and started cooking. 


"So why did your father send you to do his dirty work?” 
| sighed. “I wish I knew. But in a way I’m glad he did. 


| got to meet you and maybe | can talk him out of selling.” | 
wasn’t too hopeful, but | figured | could give it my best shot. 


| mean, if this stranger could take me in during a 
snowstorm, | figured | could find my balls and talk to my 
father about keeping the land. 


He continued working. “Do you really think you can?” 


“I don’t know, but I’m going to try.” | suddenly remembered 
my manners and realized | hadn’t told him my name. “By 
the way, I’m Blayne. Blayne Mullen.” | extended my hand. 


He smiled. “Roeder Hart.” He took my hand and shook it. | 
held it probably a little longer than | should have, but his 
hand felt so good in mine. | finally let go of his hand, and he 
went back to cooking. “I don’t have anything fancy.” 


| smiled and watched him as he cooked. “Can | help?” 


| had never worked in a kitchen. At home our meals were 
prepared by the cook, so other than a quick snack | had 
never cooked anything in my life. 


“Sure. Come over here and you can peel the potatoes.” 


Roeder showed me what to do and | peeled the potatoes for 
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dinner. We both laughed at the mangled results of my 
peeling efforts. After the potato incident, Roeder told me to 
sit near the fire. We were still laughing as he banished me 
from the kitchen, so I sat near the fire and we talked while 
he made dinner. The time seemed to fly as he worked and 
soon dinner was ready. As he promised, it wasn't fancy, but 
it was tasty, filling, and one of the best meals I'd had ina 
long time. 


After dinner, | helped Roeder with the dishes and we sat in 
front of the fire. “What do you do here?” 


Roeder seemed surprised that | didn’t know. “I harvest and 
help maintain the forest.” | must have looked puzzled 
because he continued, “I harvest the most mature trees and 
sell them to a mill. For every tree | remove | plant a number 
of the same variety on the land to replenish the one | cut 
down.” It sounded like hard and rewarding work. Other than 
my writing, I'd never produced anything in my life. 


“What do you do?” 


“I’m a writer. I've had a number of novels and short stories 
published.” | felt sort of embarrassed, but continued, 


"| still live with my family and my stories are the first thing 
"ve actually produced on my own.” 


“It’s good that you live with your family. Where | come from, 
families live together most of their lives.” | described my 
family and told him about my brother, sister, and father. 


“What about your mother?” 
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She was a bright spot in all our lives.” She had also been the 
one person who could reason with my father and help 
temper his moods. "What about your family?” 


Roeder shrugged and became evasive. “I haven’t seen them 
in quite a while.” The writer in me figured there was a story 
there, but didn’t push. 


| heard the wind whistling outside the cabin for the first time 
and | turned to look out the window, but of course | could 
see nothing. | turned back and watched the fire as it danced 
around the logs. Roeder yawned and then looked 
embarrassed. “I guess I’m getting tired. | only have one bed, 
but you can share it with me.” 


My eyes traveled to the small bed in the corner of the room. 
It looked larger than a twin bed, but smaller than a double, 
and it was definitely smaller than my king-size bed at home. 
“Umm, maybe | should sleep on the floor.” | looked at 
Roeder almost shyly. 


“The floor will be cold, particularly when the fire starts to die 
down.” His face was unreadable and | figured he was just 
being nice and | appreciated his kindness. 


“Roeder, umm … you should know. I’m gay.” | looked closely 
at him to gauge his reaction. 


Roeder got up from the chair, turned out the light, and 
started undressing. “So you’re happy, but what does that 
have to do with anything?” He obviously didn’t understand 
what | meant and he was now nearly naked. 
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Roeder shucked the last of his clothes and paused as he 
considered the ramifications, and I tried not to stare as he 
looked back at me before crawling under the covers. 


"That makes two of us,” he said matter-of-factly, and held 
up one end of the blankets as an invitation. I slipped out of 
my shirt and pants and joined him, naked, under the covers. 
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CHAPTER 2 


| DIDN’T know what Roeder's reaction was going to be or 
how | was going to resist him. His masculine scent - musky, 
earthy, yet slightly sweet - filled my nostrils, making my 
body ache for him. | had just settled under the covers when 
Roeder pulled me to his body, pressing his chest to my 
back, and | relaxed into his touch, grateful that | wouldn’t 
have to try to resist this man who excited all my senses. A 
strong arm wrapped around me, a hand resting on my 
stomach, lips kissing my shoulder. The hand stroked my 
stomach in slow lazy circles, relaxing me and thrilling me at 
the same time. The slow circles continued as | felt the other 
hand snake beneath my pillow and wrap around my 
shoulder beneath my head. Both hands pulled me close to 
him, his hot skin against mine, lips nibbling gently on my 
shoulder. 


| squirmed slightly, trying to roll over to face him. “Just 
relax.” He murmured the words softly between kisses and 
caresses. For the moment, | gave myself completely to 
Roeder’s ministrations. The hands continued caressing my 
Skin: slow, lazy circles on my stomach; long, sumptuous 
strokes across my chest, where my nipples were captured 
between long fingers; kneading caresses on my shoulders 
16 
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removing all the tension | didn’t know I had. | moaned softly 
as his fingers circled and played with my nipples, making 
them hard. “Roeder, that feels so good.” 


| felt his smile against my back. “That’s the idea.” 


Roeder started to softly hum a slow, unfamiliar tune as his 
hands continued their dance across my skin, and the world 
contracted to him and me, alone in the small cabin. Nothing 
outside mattered: not the weather, not my family, just him 
here with me. His song filled the room and my heart with its 
melody. I turned my head and he captured my lips with his 
for the first time. 


| returned the kiss and | felt him pull away slightly before 
rolling me onto my back. Then I felt his weight on my body 
pressing me into the soft mattress, covering me with his 
warmth as his lips touched mine in a soft but insistent kiss. | 
opened my mouth automatically and he pulled and sucked 
on my lips. Our tongues thrust and parried as they danced 
around and across each other, exploring each other’s 
mouths. | felt his tongue brush the front of my teeth and | 
whimpered softly into his mouth. My fingers carded through 
his dark, soft curls as | pressed his mouth to mine, adding 
pressure, letting my passion for this incredible man 
increase, while my other hand stroked his back. Long, slow 
strokes along the strong, hard muscles, up to his shoulders 
and down to his round, firm butt. Over and over the taut 
muscles contracted and relaxed beneath my hand as it 
traveled from the round, hard deltoids in his shoulder to the 
firm, dimpled gluteus of his butt. 
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Roeder lifted his head, separating our lips for the first time, 
trying to catch his breath. “Where did you learn to kiss like 
that?” 


| smiled softly back at him. “I was going to ask you the same 
thing.” | captured his mouth again. This time, our kisses 


were hard, passionate, the finesse gone as need and want 
took over, driving us higher. Each of us moaning and 
whimpering into the mouth of the other, filling the cabin 
with the sounds of masculine pleasure and happiness as our 
bodies pressed and slid against each other, lips to lips, chest 
to chest, hardness to hardness, legs entwining on their own, 
hands roaming, exploring, caressing. 


Roeder pulled back and smiled at me softly before lowering 
his head again, sucking gently at the base of my neck. I 
hissed through my teeth as he licked the divot near the 
base of my neck. I could tell he was smiling as he licked 
again and again until | was writhing on the bed. Roeder 
gave me a brief reprieve before lowering his head to the 
other shoulder and repeating the glorious process. | was at 
his mercy and loving every minute of it. “Roeder, that’s ... 
SO ... 


good.” He’d reduced me to single, gasped words in a matter 
of minutes. 


Roeder chuckled as he kissed a line from my neck to a 
nipple before capturing it like a long-lost sheep, caressing 
and holding it tenderly, lovingly, between his lips. His 
tongue licked circles around the disk while his lips sucked on 
the skin. His long fingers latched onto the other nipple, 
rolling it gently between then, mimicking the movements of 
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his tongue and mouth. “You like that?” All I could do was 
nod feebly, and he smiled before lowering his mouth to the 
other nipple to repeat the same delicious torture. 


My body was vibrating beneath him; every touch of his 
hand, lips, tongue, or body sent ripples of pleasure through 


me, and | was on sensory overload. | pressed my hands to 
his pecs, lifting his chest up from mine. | then captured a 
nipple between my lips, sucking and nibbling at will. Roeder 
threw his head back, his mouth open in a silent cry, as | 
gently took his hard bud between my teeth, careful not to 
hurt, but just enough to provide sensation. “Do that again,” 


he begged, and | smiled as | took the other nipple between 
my teeth. Roeder whimpered and thrust his chest forward, 
wanting more. | alternated between nipples, nibbling, 
sucking, and capturing them between my teeth. 


| felt Roeder start to rock against my body, our erections 
rubbing against each other as he lowered his chest back 
onto mine, his lips mashing to mine in a frenzied kiss that 
threatened to overwhelm us. The light from the fire danced 
around the room in wild, uninhibited movements that 
matched our own as we rubbed and thrashed erotically 
against each other. His skin seemed to scorch mine 
wherever he touched me. Roeder’s hands worked beneath 
me, Cupping and kneading my butt with his long, talented 
fingers and palms as he pushed upward, pinning me 
between his hands and his body as he thrust against me. 


Our lips sucked and nibbled, our hands caressed hot skin 
and rippling muscles, our chests pressed together, 19 
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straining to catch the breath that our kisses stole away. 


Legs grasped legs as they kicked and rocked against the 
bedding; hard pulsing manhood slid and throbbed against 
each other while the room filled with the whimpers, moans, 
and gasps of animalistic masculine pleasure. My hands 
caressed Roeder’s cheeks as his kisses became more 


intense, his teeth biting my lip, scraping the skin. “Blayne, 
gonna....” 


Roeder’s mouth opened in a cry and his eyes clamped shut 
as | felt his hot release pump onto my stomach again and 
again, his breath coming in short, heaving gasps before he 
collapsed onto my body, his lips again pressing to mine. 


Roeder’s release sent a shiver through my body and | felt 
my own orgasm boil and churn inside me as he continued to 
move and vibrate on top of me. “Roeder!” | cried out as | 
gushed my own release onto my stomach to mix with his. 


My head collapsed back onto the pillow, my body going limp 
on the bed as | tried to catch my breath. Seconds later, 
Roeder’s lips were there, softly kissing mine, his hands 
stroking my face, his eyes looking deeply into mine, his 
smile flashing a beacon into my soul. 


Slowly, Roeder got up, returning a few minutes later with a 
cloth and towel. He cleaned us up and dried us off, put the 
towel away, and climbed back into bed. He pulled me to his 
body, pressing his chest to my back, his arms wrapped 
around me, my head resting against his shoulder. 


“Good night, Roeder, and thank you.” | turned my head to 
the side. 
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“Good night, Blayne.” He kissed me gently. “And you’re 
welcome.” | fell asleep to the sound of the fire and Roeder’s 
soft breathing. 


I woke hours later to a dark cabin, Roeder shifting next to 
me, trying to get out of bed without disturbing me. 


"Roeder?” 


“Shhh. I’m just going to build the fire back up.” His voice 
was very quiet and | watched his movement in the dark as 
he walked to the fireplace, squatted down, added some 
wood, and started blowing on the coals. | got out of bed and 
padded to where he was working. Kneeling down, | rested 
my chest to his back, my arms snaking around his waist, 
watching over his shoulder as the wood caught and the fire 
started to build. A few minutes later, the flames were 
happily dancing and Roeder straightened up, bringing me 
with him, turning around in my arms. “Let’s get back to 
bed.” His lips found mine in a sweet kiss before taking my 
hand in his and leading me back to the bed. 


| climbed under the covers, holding up the blankets for 
Roeder. He joined me and | pulled him to my body, warming 
his skin with mine. After a few minutes Roeder started to 
fidget slightly. "What's wrong?” 


“I was wondering, how could your father sell this land?” 
Roeder asked quietly as he yawned. 


It seemed like an odd question. | mean, the land was his, 
and while | didn’t agree with him selling the land, it was his 
to sell. “I don’t understand what you mean.” 
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Roeder yawned again and he seemed to be falling asleep. 
“Your grandfather told me that he’d put restrictions in his 


will so the land couldn't be sold.” Roeder cuddled close to 
me and his breathing evened out. 


I, on the other hand, was now wide awake. My grandfather 
had been dead for fifteen years. How could he have told 
Roeder anything? He was way too young. “Roeder, how 
could my grandfather have told you that? He’s been dead 
for a long time.” 


Roeder sat up and looked down at my still-prone body. 


The first thing | saw in his eyes was fear, then resignation, 
and finally defeat. “I’m older than | look, Blayne. A lot older 
than | look.” 


“What do you mean?” | sat up in the bed looking at him. 
“Just tell me what’s going on.” 


Roeder took a deep breath and | could see conflict on his 
face. “Blayne, I’m actually eighty-seven years old and I've 
lived here for almost fifty-five years.” | heard the words but 
they didn’t register with me. It wasn’t possible. 


“What are you, Roeder?” All kinds of wild visions from every 
sci-fi movie I'd ever seen flashed through my mind. 


Roeder took a deep breath and released it. “My mother was 
human, but my father was a... satyr.” 


His answer was so outrageous | had to chuckle. 
“Come on, Roeder. Satyrs are mythical; they don’t exist.” 
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"Yes, we do, Blayne.” Roeder closed his eyes and his 
appearance changed slightly. I saw two small horns appear 
just above his hairline, his dark curls swirling around them. 


| was startled and scooted back on the bed against the wall, 
pulling the covers up over my body. “What are you going to 
do with me? Are you going to hurt me?” As soon as the 
questions crossed my lips, | knew they were stupid. If he 
had wanted to hurt me, he could have done it any time up 
to now. 


Roeder reached out and took my hand. “No, I’m not going to 
hurt you or anyone. It’s not in my nature to cause pain.” 


"But … how ...?” | was curious, scared, and excited all at the 
same time. 


“I met your grandfather years ago, just after he bought the 
land. He was looking for someone to manage and care for 
the property. | came to live here a short while later.” 


“Why here?” As curiosity got the better of me, | started to 
relax. 


| noticed that Roeder had started to relax too; he looked less 
defeated and the fear was gone from his eyes. 


“Each of us has talents and gifts, whether we're satyr or 
human.” | nodded. “One of my gifts is the ability to 
understand the language of the forest.” | furrowed my brow, 
completely confused. “It’s hard to explain, but suffice it to 
say that | understand what the plants and trees want and 
need; they sort of talk to me in their own way.” 
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“Oh.” It was hard for me to understand, but | expected it 
was similar to the abilities Native Americans had living close 
to the land. “Did my grandfather know about you?” 


“Yes. Over the years, he noticed that my appearance didn’t 
age and he became curious and asked. | told him the truth.” 
Roeder seemed to briefly lose himself in the memories. “He 
was a good friend, and | knew him for many years, up until 
he died.” 


The sad look on Roeder’s face told me a lot. “I miss him 
too.” As | looked into his face, my attention was drawn to 
the horns. | was curious and extended my hand before 
pulling it back. 


“It’s okay. You can touch them if you want.” Roeder’s eyes 
locked onto mine as | extended my hand, first stroking the 
smooth skin of his shoulder, then caressing his cheek before 
carding my fingers through his hair. It was almost as if my 
hands needed to know he was real. Then my fingers gently 
touched the horns. They were hard, warm, and smooth to 
the touch. | ran my finger gently around the base of one of 
them and Roeder closed his eyes and | heard a soft whimper 
of pleasure. 


| smiled softly. “This is sensitive,” | said almost to myself as | 
continued stroking the skin around his horns. 


His head started to sway and he again hummed the soft 
slow tune he’d serenaded me with earlier. My body relaxed 
and | laid myself down on the bed, gently pulling him to me 
while | continued stroking his horns. For some reason | found 
them really sexy. He settled on the bed as well, cuddling up 
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against me. “Roeder,” | laughed slightly. "What's tickling my 
stomach?” 


He laughed as well and rolled forward. “That’s probably my 
tail.” | looked between us and saw a small, soft tail at the 
base of his spine flowing away from his body and then 
curling back toward his butt. He flicked it a little and the hair 
tickled my balls. He concentrated and the tail and horns 
vanished. “I have the ability to mask them so I can exist in 
the human world.” 


| pulled him close, kissed his shoulder, and gently ran my 
fingers through his dark, curly hair. The firelight flickered 
around the room and the wind howled around the cabin as 
we drifted off to sleep. 


| woke in the morning to an empty bed, but not an empty 
cabin. Roeder was already up, working in the kitchen 
making breakfast. A fire was jumping happily in the fireplace 
and the cabin felt toasty warm. Looking out the window, all | 
could see was white, and | heard the wind continue to blow 
and whistle outside. Slipping out of bed, | padded to where 
Roeder was working, slipped my arms around his waist, 
pressed my body to his, and nuzzled the base of his neck. 
God, he smelled good, different from any other man I'd 
known - better, sexier. 


My hands wandered beneath his shirt, stroking his belly and 
chest before slowly dipping into his pants, cupping him in 
my hand. “Good morning, Mr. Grabby.” Roeder turned his 
head and I kissed him gently, withdrawing my hand with a 
smile. 
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"Morning, Roeder.” He went back to his cooking and I stood 
behind him holding him close, his warmth permeating 
through his clothes. 


"You should get dressed before you chill.” He kissed me 
again and I let my arms slip to my side and padded across 
the room to the suitcase Roeder had brought from my car. 
Opening the case, I pulled on a pair of jeans, a shirt, and a 
pair of socks. I then went into the small bathroom to clean 
up. When I was done, I rejoined Roeder who was putting 
breakfast on the table. "How do you take a bath?” 


There were no bathing facilities in the bathroom and no hot 
water. 


"In the winter I bathe in front of the fire; the rest of the year 
| use the stream.” | looked at him and my mind flashed on a 
vision of him naked in front of the fire. “Tonight, l'Il put some 
water near the fire to heat and we can have a bath.” | got 
excited just thinking about it. Roeder pulled the chair by the 
fireplace to the table and we sat down to breakfast. 


| took a bite and smiled. The food tasted great. “How did my 
grandfather react when you told him?” 


“His reaction was very similar to yours, if | remember right.” 


| looked down at the table and | know | blushed. “I’m sorry | 
didn’t react better.” 


Roeder leaned across the table, his fingers gently lifting my 
chin before he kissed me softly. “You have nothing to be 
sorry for.” | felt his lips against mine and | returned 26 
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his soft, gentle kiss. His lips communicated his 
understanding and forgiveness better than any words. After 
breaking the kiss, he sat back, licked his lips slowly, and 
then continued eating his breakfast. 


"What was my grandfather like? My last memories of him 
are from when | was nine years old, just before he died.” 


They were great memories. 


"He was a good person and a good friend, independent and 
thoughtful, very much his own man.” Roeder thought a 
minute. ”He was kind and he cared about others, often 
putting their needs before his own.” I nodded; that 
description fit with my memories of him. “Your grandfather 
had a keen sense of right and wrong, and he would fight 
with everything he had if he thought he was right. If he was 
wrong, he admitted his mistake, made amends, and went 
on.” There was a Sad, almost longing look on his face. “He 
was a great man. In many ways, you remind me of him.” 


Roeder continued eating slowly and | could tell he was 
enjoying his memories. 


I'd had a special relationship with my grandfather and he 
had a strong impact on my life. “Thank you for telling me 
about him. | always loved him.” 


“Last night | told you your grandfather told me that he was 
going to protect the land from being sold.” | nodded. 


“But he never said how he was going to do that.” 


“Unfortunately, my father has enough money to make 
things happen regardless of whether they’re right or fair.” | 
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looked at Roeder and he stopped eating, setting his fork on 
his plate. I took his hand and held it to reassure him. 


“When I get back, I’m going to look into it. If my grandfather 
put any restrictions in place on the property, l'Il find them.” 


“How?” His voice was soft, tinged with fear. 


| responded with more conviction than | felt. “I don’t know 
yet, but | will.” Somehow | knew | just had to. My mind 
started to whirl with possibilities, but | couldn’t do anything 
about it until | got home, and right now, home with my 
family was the last place | wanted to be. Here in the cabin 
with Roeder, | felt happier than | had in a long time. | 
watched as Roeder picked up his fork, and we finished our 
breakfast. | could tell he was nervous and concerned. 


“Roeder, please don’t worry about it right now.” | got up 
from the table, walked to him, and kissed him again and 
again until he smiled and started returning my kisses. 


The wind howled around the house for the rest of the day. 
Before lunch, | helped Roeder bring in more wood for the 
fire. We talked and laughed away the rest of the morning, 
telling each other stories. Roeder told me about his family in 
Austria. His parents hadn’t understood his attraction to men, 
so he left his village and came to America. 


| told him stories about my family, mostly my mother, since 
most of my happy childhood memories revolved around her. 


“Blayne, does your father know about you and men?” 


| smiled and shook my head. “I don’t know. | never 
discussed it with him. To tell you the truth, | don’t care if he 
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knows or not. My mother knew and she was supportive. My 
sister and brother know; I told them years ago. They've 
never made a big deal about it, so I think they're okay with 
it.” 


After lunch, I brought out my laptop and showed Roeder 
how it worked. I had a few simple games and we spent part 
of the afternoon playing games together on the computer. 


As the day wore on, I helped Roeder make dinner. We both 
laughed at my complete kitchen ineptitude, but something 
was different, and doing ordinary everyday things with 
Roeder made them special, memorable, and anything but 
ordinary. After another great dinner, Roeder put water in 
kettles near the fire to heat and pulled out a large basin 
from under the bed, placing it in front of the fire along with 
towels and a large blanket. Roeder went into the bathroom, 
returning with a bucket of cold water that he poured into the 
basin before adding the hot water from the fire. 


Roeder stood near the fire. "Would you like to go first?” 


I nodded slowly and started to undress. Roeder stroked my 
skin as | removed my shirt and slipped off my socks and 
pants, before stepping into the basin. Roeder picked up a 
pitcher of warm water and poured it over my body. “Can | 
wash you?” 


| leaned forward, kissing him gently. “I’d like that very much, 
but first would you take off your clothes as well?” He 

nodded and started removing his shirt and pants. | watched 
with rapt attention as his shirt parted, the muscles of his 29 
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strong chest moving as he slipped it off his arms. His pants 
came next, slipping down over his hips before falling around 
his strong legs. Roeder stepped out of them before moving 
them aside. When he was naked, I moaned softly as the 
firelight played and flitted on his skin. Roeder lathered the 
soap in his hands and slowly ran his slippery hands over 
every inch of my body. I'd never considered bathing erotic, 
but boy was | wrong. Roeder’s hands stroking my skin and 
washing my body was one of the most intimate and erotic 
experiences of my life. It didn’t matter where he touched - 


my chest, my back, my legs, my butt - the skin tingled and 
came alive beneath his warm, gentle palms and fingers. His 
hands moved to my head, massaging my scalp as he 
cleaned my hair. When he was done, he poured warm water 
over my entire body, washing away the soap, but not the 
tingling feeling that raced through every inch of my skin. 


| made no move to get out of the tub, my attention 
completely stolen by the beautiful naked man standing in 
front of me. Slowly, | reached for him, pulling him toward my 
body. He stepped into the tub and | pressed his skin to mine 
and my lips to his as my arms wrapped around his back, 
stroking his skin and cupping his firm, tight butt. 


Roeder moaned and whimpered softly into my mouth as | 
nipped his lips and explored his palate with my tongue, 
whispering, “Okay, now it’s your turn.” | stepped out of the 
tub, leaving him visibly quivering as | reached for the warm 
water, and slowly poured it over his body. 


| lathered my hands with soap and started washing his hair. 
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massaged his scalp, the excess soap running down his back 
and into the cleft of his butt. My hands moved from his hair 
down his back, stroking the smooth skin with my slippery 
hands, from his shoulder blades down his spine, to his firm, 
dimpled cheeks. Spreading him, I ran my hand along his 
crease, and his legs shook as my fingers slipped over his 
opening. His legs were next, the muscles flexing as my 
hands slipped down his upper legs, across his calves to his 
ankles, and back again. 


I tapped the inside of his leg and he turned around. I 
grinned devilishly as his erection brushed against my cheek. 


Lathering my hands again, I started at his ankles and 
stroked up his legs to his thigh, then I repeated the motion 
on his other leg. As I washed his hips, I opened my mouth 
and let his head slide across my tongue. I kept lathering his 
skin as | took more of him into my mouth. “That’s not fair,” 


he whimpered as his legs continued vibrating with 
excitement. My hands worked up his sides across his chest 
and down his stomach, while his manhood slid lazily along 
my tongue. As I finished washing Roeder's body, I let him 
slip slowly from my mouth before washing his most delicate 
and special parts. I then stood up and poured the last of the 
warm water over his body, rinsing away the soap. His body 
gleamed in the firelight as I wrapped the blanket around 
him. I picked up one of the towels and removed the last of 
the water from my own body, running my fingers through 
my short, still-damp hair. 


Roeder stepped out of the basin and I helped him carry it to 
the bathroom where we poured away the water before 31 
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setting it, the damp towels, and blanket in the corner to dry. 


Roeder kissed me gently. “Get in bed and I'll be there ina 
minute.” | climbed into the bed, watching Roeder intently as 
he banked the fire for the night and walked over to the bed 
before climbing under the covers with me. His arms 
wrapped around me and mine around him. | whispered, not 
wanting to hurt the mood, “You wouldn’t happen to have 
any protection?” 


Roeder didn’t respond initially and then he smiled against 
my lips. “We don’t need any. Satyrs don’t get or give human 
diseases.” 


Without delay, Roeder’s lips captured mine and | was lost in 
his arms, in his kisses, in his eyes, carried away on wings of 
passion. Our bodies and spirits melded, coming together in 
a way I’ve never before experienced with another person. 
Roeder kissed my skin, moving along my body, his hands 
caressing every inch of me. No part of my body was left 
unexplored, nothing was withheld, as my spirit soared and 
looped on wings provided by his lips, hands, and body. 


When Roeder finished, he kissed me deeply before rolling 
onto his back, his hands by his side. As | looked into his 
face, | saw his horns within the dark curls of his hair. | knew 
in that moment of trust that this wasn’t just sex for either of 
us. It had moved beyond that, way beyond that: we were 
making love. 


My hands and lips glided over his body as if they had minds 
of their own. | explored his body from his horns to his tail to 
his feet. Every inch of him was lovingly and erotically 32 
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kissed, stroked, or nibbled as each touch of his skin sent 
Shivers up and down my spine. My lips kissed winding trails 
across his shoulders, chest, and stomach, down to his 


throbbing manhood, continuing on to his most private 
opening and then back again. Our lips and tongues danced 
a waltz beautiful enough to make the Viennese green with 
envy, while our cries, pleas, moans, and whimpers filled the 
room with melodies and cadences as wonderful as the 
grandest symphony, as intimate as our own personal love 
song. Time stood still as our bodies writhed and vibrated 
with unabashed desire, our passion flowed and ebbed, 
building and backing away only to build higher and more 
forcefully, again and again, until we reached the precipice of 
passion and plummeted over the edge - together. 
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CHAPTER 3 


THE drive home was depressing, and | was trying to decide 
what | was going to tell my father. The storm had lasted for 
an additional day and it was two more days before a tow 
truck was available to get my car back on the road. Three 
additional, wonderful days with Roeder: making love, 
talking, eating, and laughing together. One afternoon, 
Roeder and | took turns reading my first novel out loud to 
each other. 


Once we'd finished, Roeder told me, or rather showed me, 
how much he enjoyed the novel with a round of very hot, 
very athletic sex involving honey, raspberry jam, and me 
flat on my back on the table. The memory alone made my 
face flush and my body tingle with longing and desire. 


When the snow stopped and the wind died down, Roeder 
and | got dressed in our outdoor clothes, trudging through 
the woods in thigh-deep snow to get to my car. It took us a 
while, but we eventually found it buried completely in a 
snow drift. We spent a lot of time working together to dig 
out the car. As we worked, | was removing the snow from 
the roof of the car and the sheet of snow slid off the other 
side onto Roeder, covering him with a mini avalanche. 


The result was a snow fight that left both of us laughing and 
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covered in white. We finished unburying the car, trudged 
back to the cabin, and warmed each other by making slow, 
sweet love in front of the fire on blankets, pillows, and soft 
animal skins. 


To my disappointment, the tow truck did show up and 
hauled my car back onto the road. Roeder helped me pack 
my things and take them back to the car. I really hated to 
go, but I knew my father would start to get very impatient 
and | needed to speak with him before he took further 
action. | kissed Roeder good-bye and told him I'd be back as 
soon as | could. The entire ride home, | tried to figure out 
what | was going to tell my father. | knew | needed to stall 
him until | could find a copy of my grandfather’s will. 


As | approached the house, my depression increased. 


This was the last place | wanted to be. The past four days 
with Roeder had been some of the happiest | could 
remember, and besides, | knew | loved him in a way I'd 
never loved anyone else. | didn’t know if Roeder being part 
satyr was the reason why | felt this strongly for him, this 
quickly, but | knew I wanted him in my life ... always. 


Pulling up into the driveway, | parked my car, unloaded my 
bags from the backseat, and headed into the house. 
Opening the front door and stepping into the entrance hall, 
the house seemed so big and impersonal compared to 
Roeder’s warm cabin. My father had hired a decorator a few 
years before, without consulting Christine, so most of the 
items in the formal rooms downstairs were just that: 
beautiful, expensive items with no connection to anyone 
who lived there. It was all for show. 
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| walked through the hall to the imposing staircase and 
headed up to my room. | had just put my things away when 
| heard Raymond’s soft knock. “It’s open.” 


Raymond opened the door and stuck his head in. 


"Your father would like to see you.” Yeah, I bet he'd had 
Raymond watching for me for the past few days. 


“All right. Please tell him l'Il be there in ten minutes.” 


| used the time to gather my thoughts and | decided to 
string my father along in order to buy some time. So about 
fifteen minutes later, | Knocked on the door to my father’s 
office and walked in. He was sitting at his large desk and he 
looked worried. “You wanted to see me?” 


He turned to me, looking angry. “Well, did you get rid of the 
tenant?” God, he could be heartless. 


"| spoke with him and explained the situation and what you 
were prepared to do. He seemed amenable to your offer, 
but | need to go back to make sure things are progressing.” 
My father looked me in the eye and his face seemed to 
brighten a little, so | softened my tone to see if | could get 
anything out of him. “Why the hurry, Dad?” 


“The business will need an infusion of cash in the next few 
months due to some customers that are taking longer to 
pay than expected, and rather than borrow the money, | 
figured I'd sell some unneeded assets to come up with the 
cash.” 


| nodded my head. It seemed logical, but | wondered if there 
wasn’t more to it and if he’d be leaving the house soon. 
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"How are you feeling, Dad?” He only left the house for 
doctor's appointments. 


He did look better than when I had left. "Much better. 


| have a doctor’s appointment on Tuesday and | hope he'll 
let me go back to work.” | thought for a minute, 
remembering that today was Sunday. That didn’t give me 
much time. 


“Good. l'Il let you get some rest.” | smiled at him, turned, 
and left his room. As | was heading down the hall | saw 
Christine coming the other way. | smiled and went into my 
room. 


Christine surprised me by following me inside and closing 
the door. “How was the trip?” 


Try as | might, | couldn’t keep the smile off my face. 
“It was good.” | found | was actually grinning. 


Christine looked at me conspiratorially, sat next to me on 
the bed, and nudged my shoulder. “Okay, spill it. What 
happened?” She was smiling back at me. 


| nudged her back and made a quick decision. “I'll tell you, 
but in return | need your help.” My voice became serious. "| 
met the tenant Dad wants to evict and he told me that 
Grandfather put a restriction in his will that the property 
can’t be sold.” 


Christine grinned at me. “Blayne, you can’t fool me. 


You're in love with him, aren't you?” | looked at her, trying 
to keep the giddy grin off my face. | failed. “Good. You 
deserve to meet someone who'll make you happy.” 
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I thought about Roeder for a while and then forced my mind 
back to reality. "We need to find a copy of that will. 


Would you help me?” 
She nodded slowly. "How do you intend to find a copy?” 


“I’ve thought about it for a while. | don’t know who 
Grandfather’s attorney was and he’s probably dead by now 
anyway. My thought was to check to see if Dad has a copy in 
his desk. He has a doctor’s appointment on Tuesday. | also 
thought I'd check to see if there's a copy on file with the 
probate court.” | looked into her eyes, looking for doubt on 
her part. | saw none. 


“We'll have to be careful.” 
“I know, but I think there's more to this than just the land.” 


“| agree. Lately Dad’s been jittery, very secretive, and he’s 
been in an all-fired hurry to ‘simplify his estate.’ | think we 
need to know what’s going on.” 


“I'll make calls tomorrow and let you know what | find out.” 
She squeezed my shoulder lovingly, kissed me on the 
cheek, and left the room. 


| spent the rest of the day writing. Thoughts of Roeder 
inspired me and the words poured onto the page. | went 
downstairs for dinner with my brother, his wife Anne, and 
my sister, before returning to my room where | sat at my 
laptop for hours and didn’t stop writing until after midnight. 
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Monday, I left the house early and went to the county 
courthouse. After searching through the old records, it was 
determined that at one time they did have a copy of 
Grandfather's will, but their copy was probably lost in a 
flood they’d had in the basement five years earlier. When | 
got back to the house, | found Christine in her room and told 
her what I'd found out. 


“Dad wants me to take him to the doctor tomorrow.” 
Damn. | was counting on her help to look for the will. 


| thought for a minute. “Tell him you have an appointment ... 
and when he asks what it is, tell him it’s for Christmas and 
you don’t want to spoil the surprise.” | smiled devilishly. “Tell 
him Ned can take him.” 


Christine and Ned always had a tumultuous relationship, 
particularly after he’d married Anne, so I knew she’d get a 
kick out of making him take Dad to the doctor. | left her 
room and headed to my own as she walked, giggling under 
her breath, down the hall to talk to Dad. | didn’t get a 
chance to speak to her again that day, but Ned was 
grousing at dinner about having to take Dad to the doctor. | 
had to concentrate to keep from smiling. 


Tuesday morning | helped Christine decorate the Christmas 
tree. She had gotten a huge tree that she set up in the 
center of the entrance hall. | strung the lights and we hung 
the ornaments. Decorating the Christmas tree was 
something that she and | always did together. When we 
were finished, she left the house for her “appointment” and 
| went up to my room. | heard Ned and Raymond get my 39 
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father ready for his visit to the doctor. A few minutes after 
they left, I heard Christine come up the stairs. I met her in 
the hall and we headed down to Dad's office. 


I knocked on the door before entering. Raymond opened the 
door and looked like he was getting ready to leave. 
"Running some errands for Dad?” He looked sheepish and 
didn't answer. “Trying to get some Christmas shopping done 
for Anthony?” | grinned at him conspiratorially and he 
nodded. “Don’t worry; we won't say a thing.” 


“Thanks. Your father has been keeping me so busy lately, | 
haven’t had a chance to get anything done for Christmas.” 
Raymond finished putting on his coat, left the room, and 
hurried though the hall, down the stairs, and out the front 
door. Christine and | rushed into the office and closed the 
door. 


| turned to Christine. “Start with the drawers on the right 
side of the desk and l'Il check the drawers on the left.” 


She nodded and we started our search. 


The first drawer | checked contained what looked like letters 
and correspondence. The next drawer contained tax 
records. Going through these drawers was slow, tedious, 
and wasting time. The next drawer | tried was locked. | 
looked into the kneehole and saw the lock. “Chris, find 
anything?” My heart was racing. 


“No. You?” | could hear the trepidation in her voice. 


“Not yet, but this drawer’s locked.” Christine looked around 
and then raced into Dad’s bedroom, returning a few 40 
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minutes later with his key ring. She handed it to me. There 
were three keys that looked right and I tried all of them. The 
third one I tried turned the lock. As I was pulling open the 
drawer, | heard the front door open and close. “Chris, it's 
probably Raymond. Go downstairs and stall him.” | was 
getting really nervous. We’d already been here too long, but 
| didn’t know when we’d get another chance. 


“How?” Her voice was becoming agitated and | could tell 
she was really nervous. 


“Think of something. | need as much time as | can get.” She 
nodded and hurried out of the office and down the hall. | 
started going through the files in the drawer. Finally, | found 
one that looked like it could contain what | wanted, but | 
didn’t have time to check it out in detail. | grabbed the file, 
closed the drawer, locked it, and walked into Dad’s 
bedroom, putting the keys on the dresser, hoping that was 
where Christine found them. | then walked back into the 
office, glancing around quickly, making sure there were no 
obvious signs of our intrusion. | exited the office and walked 
down the hall, reaching my room just as Raymond and 
Christine were climbing the stairs. | heard the two of them 
talking about Christmas plans as they passed my door. 


Raymond continued down the hall to the office while 
Christine knocked on my door and entered. “Did you find 
it?” she whispered. 


“| think so.” | showed her the file. “I need time to look 
through it.” | remembered the keys. “I put Dad’s keys on the 
dresser.” 
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Christine looked concerned. "| found them on his nightstand. 
| better move them back before he gets home.” 


Christine left my room. I heard the front door again and this 
time I heard my father's voice. I couldn't hear his words, but 
he sounded frustrated. Christine popped her head into my 
room. “I moved them.” She then closed my door and went 
downstairs. | heard Dad muttering as Ned helped him down 
the hall to his room. | listened intently for yelling or some 
sign our intrusion had been discovered, but heard nothing. 


| hid the file in my computer bag and met Ned in the hall. 
“How'd Dad’s appointment go?” 


“Not well. The doctor wasn’t pleased with his progress. 


He put him on complete bed rest for a few days. He said 
Dad was doing too much. He's in bed now.” Ned let out an 
exasperated huff, smiled, and headed downstairs, probably 
to find his wife. 


| retrieved the file from my computer bag and started 
looking through it. | had indeed found Grandfather’s will, 
and a lot more, with most of the paperwork containing 
Ned’s, Christine’s, or my name. | put the file back in the bag 
along with my laptop, grabbed my coat, and headed to find 
Christine. She was in the dining room decorating for 
Christmas. “Did you find it?” 


| nodded. “I don’t understand parts of it and I’m going to get 
some help. | may be gone for a few days.” 


“Can you tell me?” She was reaching above one of the doors 
to hang fresh garlands. 
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I shook my head. "If anyone asks, you know nothing, and 
you don't know where I am. l'Il be back once I have some 
answers. Thank you for your help.” | left the house, got into 
my car, and headed down the driveway and out onto the 
street before | started swearing. “That bastard. That 
complete fucking bastard!” | yelled at the top of my lungs. 


It took me a while to calm down. | then called Brock, a 
partner in a large law firm who I'd met at a friend’s party a 
few months ago. | told him it was very important and 
explained what was going on. He seemed intrigued and told 
me to come right over. “I have an opening in fifteen minutes 
if you can make it.” 


“I'll be there. I’m in the car now. Thank you.” | made it to 
Brock’s office just in time. 


| spent the next two days with lawyers and on the phone. By 
the end of that time, | was exhausted but | had almost 
everything | needed. I'd spent the last two nights at a hotel. 
| just couldn’t face being in the same house as my father. 
Finishing up, Brock and | were sitting across from each other 
at his conference table. “Thank you for all your help, Brock.” 


“Can | ask what put you on the trail?” | told him about my 
conversation with Roeder, not leaving anything out because 
| knew after working with Brock that he took attorney-client 
privilege very seriously. 


“You probably think my story’s a little crazy.” 
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Brock looked me in the eye. “No, I believe you. I’m a satyr 
as well.” | was completely shocked. “Once this is all 
straightened around, call me. My mate Steven and | will 
introduce you and Roeder to some of our friends.” 


| was floored, and it took me a while to wipe the surprised 
expression off my face. Brock just smiled back at me, his 
eyes bright. “Thank you very much for everything. 


l'Il call you soon.” 


| stood up and extended my hand, but Brock surprised me 
and pulled me into a crushing hug. “I mean it. Call me and 
we'll get together. There are other satyrs who both you and 
Roeder need to meet.” Brock released me and | smiled and 
said I’d call him right after the holidays, before leaving his 
office in a daze and heading back to the house. 


It was already getting dark by the time | reached the house. 
| pulled up to the drive and parked my car, pulled out my 
computer bag with all my papers, and marched into the 
house. The first thing | saw was Christine looking worried, 
and | heard Dad yelling. Christine walked up to me looking 
nervous. “He found out someone had been in his desk. He 
started yelling an hour ago.” 


“Did you tell him anything?” | was almost smiling. 
“No, but Raymond is taking quite a tongue-lashing.” 


Damn! That made me angry. “Go rescue Raymond and tell 
Dad to come down to the living room. If you see Ned, tell 
him as well. We all need to talk.” | smiled and she hurried 
away. 
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Ned entered the living room a few minutes later with Anne. 
"What's this about?” He took a seat on the sofa and poured 
himself and Anne a drink, offering one to Me as well. 


"All things will be made clear soon enough.” I grinned slyly 
as I took the offered drink. 


Christine, Raymond, and my father came down the stairs a 
few minutes later with Dad sputtering and muttering the 
entire time. Christine and my father each took a chair while 
Raymond remained standing. 


| turned to Raymond first. “I want to apologize to you for my 
father's behavior and his treatment of you.” I turned my 
attention to my father. "Raymond wasn't going through your 
desk. I was!” 


“What the hell gives you the right... ?!” He was yelling and 
Shaking as he tried to get to his feet. 


| opened my computer bag and tossed a stack of legal 
copies onto the coffee table. “This gives me the right. These 
are copies; the originals that | removed from the desk 
upstairs are with my lawyer.” 


Dad suddenly became quiet. Ned thumbed through the 
papers. “What is all this?” 


“This is a copy of Grandfather’s will and all the 
accompanying documentation. It seems dear old dad here 
neglected to tell any of us that Grandfather set up trust 
funds for all of us that we receive when we turn twenty- 
five.” 
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them. “Each trust fund was started with a million dollars 
about twenty years ago. Luckily, dear old dad,” | sneered at 
him, “couldn’t get his hands on the money. It was invested 
with a brokerage firm in solid blue chip stocks that they’ve 
been managing for years on our behalf. Each fund is now 
worth about ten million dollars.” Ned whistled. “You can call 
the investment manager anytime.” 


Christine looked at our father, clearly hurt. “Why?” 


| didn’t wait for my father to answer. “So he could keep us 
under his thumb.” | wasn’t about to give him a chance to 
say anything. | needed to remain in control. 


My father was red-faced and furious as | turned to him and 
smiled devilishly. “There’s more; it seems our father is not 
only guilty of not telling us about our trust funds, he also 
tried to commit fraud.” Dad went white. | turned back to 
Ned and Christine. “Grandfather's will also grants each of us 
a specific bequest. Christine, he left you this house.” 


She looked at me wide-eyed and | smiled, leaned forward, 
and kissed her cheek. “Ned, he left you the vacation house 
on Cape Cod.” | turned back to my father. “I spent the last 
two days canceling your fraudulent pending sale of the 
property!” My father looked like he was going to be ill, but 
no one got up to help him. 


Ned looked stunned and breathed deeply before asking 
quietly. “What did he leave you?” 


“Two things, actually: The wooded land up north, where Dad 
sent me to evict the tenant, and the adjacent 46 
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property with the hunting cabin.” I handed Christine and 
Ned the paperwork detailing the real estate holdings. “The 
lawyer | hired is clearing up the last of the details, but 
they’re yours and they have been for a while.” 


Dad found a backbone. “The will also states, Blayne, that 
you don’t get the inheritance until you’re twenty-five and 
I’m the trustee.” He almost laughed with glee. 


| reached to the table and handed him a sealed envelope. 
“This is a court order removing you as trustee and naming a 
new trustee in your place: my lawyer.” 


“How...?” He looked completely defeated. 


“It was easy when | showed the judge how you'd tried to sell 
Ned’s bequest and told him how you were trying to Sell 
mine. Plus the way you hid the details of our trusts didn’t 
endear you with the judge. He scheduled a hearing to 
change the trustee permanently, for three weeks from 
today, the day after my twenty-fifth birthday. So, Dad, you 
have nothing to hold over any of us. But we now get to 
decide if we want to press criminal charges.” | let that hang 
in the air as | gathered up the remaining papers and stuffed 
them back in my bag. My father got up from the sofa and 
slowly walked up the stairs, presumably going to his room. 


“Raymond, please make sure he makes it to his room.” 
Raymond nodded and followed my father up the stairs. 


After | finished gathering up the papers, | put them in my 
bag and headed upstairs to my own room. Christine 47 
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popped in a few minutes later and looked on silently as I 
packed suitcases. “Where are you going?” 


“North. There's someone I very much want to see. l'Il be 
leaving first thing in the morning.” 


"When will you be back?” 


"| don't know.” She looked disappointed. “But | will be here 
for Christmas.” Her expression brightened. 


"Good. Bring him with you. I'd like to meet the man who's 
stolen my baby brother's heart.” I smiled and hugged her 
tightly. 


“Thank you. l'Il ask him.” I couldn't help smiling. 


Thoughts of seeing Roeder were making me excited and 
very impatient. Christine hugged me again and left the 
room, quietly shutting the door behind her. 


| continued packing until | heard another knock on the door 
and Ned poked his head in. “Hey, bro.” He noticed the 
suitcases. “Where are you going?” 


“North. There’s someone there | desperately want to see 
and | don’t want to be in the same house with Dad. | told 
Chris, l'Il be back for Christmas.” 


Ned pulled me into a crushing hug. “Thank you ... for 
everything.” 


| hugged him back. It had been a long time. "You're 
welcome, Ned. By the way, | know we've never talked about 
this much, but | may have a special guest for Christmas.” 
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Ned smiled. "Good for you. It's about time you fell in love.” 
He smiled a little. “I look forward to meeting him.” He 
hugged me again and left the room. | finished packing, went 
downstairs for dinner, and spent the rest of the evening 
writing and thinking about Roeder. 
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CHAPTER 4 


THE ride north seemed to be taking forever. I'd gotten up 
early and was on the road before eight. I was about half an 
hour from Roeder and I couldn't help smiling and getting 
more excited the closer | got. As I arrived at the property, | 
parked in a clear spot at the side of the road. Getting out of 
the car, | looked around at the bare trees and the glistening 
snow. Where I'd traveled through the blizzard almost a week 
earlier, there was now a clear footpath, and | followed it 
through the woods to the door of Roeder’s cabin. Excitedly, | 
knocked on the door and waited. 


There was no answer. “Roeder!” | called out, but there was 
still no reply. | tried the door and it opened easily. 


“Roeder?” No answer. | stepped inside, closed the door, and 
looked around. The house was lifeless, and very empty. The 
fireplace was black and cold, the bed was still in the same 
place, but the mattress was bare, no warm bedding, no 
homemade quilt. There was nothing of Roeder left in the 
house, not even in the bathroom. 


| slumped into the chair by the fireplace, trying to think. | 
didn’t know where or why he’d gone and | didn’t know how 
to start looking for him. | called out, “Roeder, 50 
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where are you?” | sat in the chair playing through our 
conversations for a clue as to where he could have gone, 
but there was nothing | could remember that gave me even 
a faint hint. Getting up, | walked outside to see if there were 
any tracks in the snow, but the only ones | could see were 
back the way I'd come and some tracks to the woodpile. The 


rest of the snow around the cabin looked undisturbed. | 
went back inside and made a thorough search, which didn't 
take long, but found nothing. 


I was about to leave when | heard someone outside the 
cabin. | raced to the door and threw it open. “Roeder?” 


A middle-aged man in a crisp blue uniform stared back at 
me. “You must be Mr. Mullen. I’m Sheriff Rudy Stevens.” He 
didn’t seem happy to see me. "I just stopped back to get 
one last thing from the cabin and then your eviction order 
will be completed.” 


| started to sputter, “Eviction order? What eviction order? 
What the hell are you talking about?” 


He stared back at me. “I got paperwork faxed to me from a 
Gerald Mullen to evict the person who was living here, 
Roeder Hart.” 


| clenched my fists. “Gerald Mullen is my heartless father 
and he had no right to evict anyone.” My voice was getting 
loud. “He doesn’t own the land; | do!” The realization of 
what had happened hit me like a lead weight. “You evicted 
Roeder?! Do you know where he is? Is he all right?” 


The questions came fast and furious. 
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“Hold on a second. Are you telling me that you’re not Gerald 
Mullen?” His expression softened a little. 


“No, he’s my miserable father who wanted to sell this land. 
Land he doesn’t own and never owned. I’m Blayne Mullen. 


My grandfather left this land to me, in trust, when he died, 
and unfortunately he named my father as trustee. 


"ve spent the last few days getting a judge to remove him 
as my trustee.” 


The expression on the sheriff’s face immediately changed. 
"You're Blayne?” | nodded. “Come on. I'll take you to 
Roeder.” 


| couldn’t believe my ears. “You know where Roeder is?” 


“Yes. He’s been staying with me and my wife for the last few 
days.” 


“Then he’s okay?” A wave of relief rushed over me as | 
followed the sheriff down the path through the woods to his 
cruiser. 


"| didn’t say that.” He kept trudging through the snow. 


| stopped walking in the middle of the woods. “What do you 
mean?” | started to get really nervous. 


“FI tell you in the car.” | raced through the snow as fast as | 
could, passing the sheriff, and reached his cruiser before 
him. It wasn’t locked, and | was sitting in the passenger seat 
waiting for him when he reached the car. 
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The sheriff got in and looked over at me. “Roeder told me 
that you know about him.” | nodded. “But I take it he didn’t 
tell you everything.” 


Now I was confused. “What do you mean?” He started the 
car and pulled onto the road. 


"You know that Roeder is a satyr, but what I don't think you 
know is that when a satyr has lived somewhere for as long 
as Roeder has they form a bond with their home. 


Basically, he’s become part of the land, like the trees and 
animals. When your father evicted him, he tore him from the 
land, his home....” 


"He's grieving?” I could understand that. 


The sheriff shook his head. “He’s dying.” My head snapped 
to look at him. “It’s like someone tore out a vital organ. He 
hasn’t eaten in three days and he’s barely had anything to 
drink. He just sits in his room, nearly silent and still. It’s like 
he’s given up and waiting to die.” 


“L... |... don’t understand.” | was starting to get very 
nervous and scared. 


The sheriff explained as he drove, “Satyrs bond with their 
Surroundings and the people in their lives.” He seemed to 
ponder whether to continue. “About twenty years ago, 
Roeder met Sean. They were together for about two years, 
living in Roeder’s cabin. Sean wanted to go to the city, but 
Roeder couldn’t leave the land - it was his home - so Sean 
left him. Although Roeder was devastated, eventually he 
recovered from his broken heart and the severed bond with 
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Sean. But his bond with the land increased and became 
more important.” He looked over at me and continued. 


“Satyrs are creatures who don't generally like change, and 
most of them don't fit well into the modern world.” 


"Thank you for telling me.” I had a lot to think about. 


The sheriff stared straight ahead, a look of determination on 
his face. “I’ve known Roeder since | was a teenager, almost 
forty years. If you intend to hurt him or if this is a casual 
thing for you, then take him back to the cabin and leave him 
in peace, because, if you hurt him, you'll have to deal with 
me!” His head turned briefly, steely eyes drilled into me, 
and | could tell he really cared for Roeder. | liked him 
immensely. 


The longer it took to get to Roeder, the more nervous | got 
and my legs started shaking. “Can’t we go any faster?” 


The sheriff looked at me, smiling, then flipped on his lights, 
put on his siren, and hit the gas. We flew down the road, 
arriving at his house in ten minutes. 


As we pulled into the driveway, the front door opened, anda 
middle-aged woman stepped out of the ranch home. 


“Who is this, Rudy?” 


“This is Blayne.” | was out of the car and up the walk before 
Rudy could get out of the car. 


“Roeder’s Blayne?” | nodded and was about to answer when 
she raced down the steps. “I’m Alice Stevens,” she turned 
quickly. “Follow me, young man. He needs you.” 
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She led me into the house. “He’s not doing well.” | could 
sense she was extremely concerned. “Not well at all.” 


“I know. Your husband explained things to me. I’m here to 
take him home.” She led me to a bedroom and | thought | 
Saw a tear in her eye as she watched me open the door and 
go inside. 


“Roeder?” The curtains were open and the room was light. | 
could see Roeder, wrapped in a blanket, reclining in a chair 
near the window. He wasn’t moving. | raced over to him and 
was relieved to see his chest rise and fall. “Roeder.” 


| gently touched his shoulder and his eyes fluttered open. 
“Blayne?” The voice sounded frail and small. 


| knelt next to his chair, wrapping my arms around his body. 
“It’s me. I’m here to take you home.” He felt almost 
breakable. 


“Your father had me evicted; | can’t go back.” His voice 
nearly broke my heart, he sounded so weak, so defeated 
and forlorn. 


“Yes you can. The land isn’t his. It’s mine, and I’m going to 
take you home.” | bent down and scooped Roeder into my 
arms. “I’m taking you home right now!” Still wrapped in his 
blanket, | carried him out of the room, through the house, 
and out to the police car. The sheriff was shocked when he 
Saw me carrying Roeder down the walk. 


“Will you drive us home?” Without waiting for an answer, | 
put Roeder into the back-seat of the cruiser and climbed in 
with him. 
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The sheriff"s wife knocked on the window and | opened the 
door. “I'll follow you with his things.” 


| smiled. “Thank you.” Closing the car door, | cradled Roeder 
in my arms and the sheriff started the car and pulled onto 
the road, lights flashing. 


“What happened?” The light of hope had started to gleam in 
his eyes, but his voice still sounded defeated, and | knew I'd 
do anything never to hear that tone again as long as | lived. 


| squeezed him snugly, needing him as close to me as 
possible. “I found out that my father doesn’t own the land. | 
do. Thanks to you, | found my grandfather’s will. He left the 
land to me and l'Il see to it that it is never sold and that you 
can live there always.” | could barely speak as a huge lump 
formed in my throat. “I love you, Roeder.” | punctuated my 
words with a gentle loving kiss. “I’ve never loved anyone 
before like | love you.” | hugged him tightly to my body, my 
fingers carding through his hair, tears running down my 
face. I'd nearly lost him.... 


Roeder raised his head, looking into my eyes. “I love you 
too, Blayne.” | kissed him again and held him tightly as we 
sped down the road, closer and closer to Roeder’s home. 


The sheriff peeked at us in the rearview mirror, smiling to 
himself. 


The sheriff parked in the same place he had earlier. | 
opened the door and helped Roeder out of the car. He stood 
in the snow and looked around, breathing deeply. “Can you 
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walk through the snow?” I wasn't sure Roeder had the 
strength to walk to the cabin. 


He nodded. “Yes, | can make it.” 
| turned to the sheriff. “Thank you for everything.” 


He smiled back. “Get him home. We'll be along with his 
things.” | smiled back, took Roeder by the arm, and helped 
him walk along the path. With each step, Roeder seemed to 
breathe easier and by the time we reached the cabin, he 
almost seemed like himself again. | opened the door and we 
stepped inside. The room was the same as when I'd last left 
it, but with Roeder there, it felt full and alive again. 


| helped Roeder to the chair by the fireplace, wrapped him 
in the blanket, and went outside to bring in some wood. 


When I returned, | started building a fire. It took me a while, 
but soon the wood caught, the room started to get warm, 
and the flames cast reflections on the walls. The room was 
toasty warm when the door opened and Rudy and Alice 
walked in, carrying boxes and smiling broadly. Alice got right 
to work, making the bed and putting things away, while 
Rudy and | walked back to the car to get the rest of Roeder’s 
things. By the time we returned, Alice had finished making 
up Roeder’s bed and started heating up some soup she'd 
brought along. Rudy and | lugged in the last of the boxes 
and we started putting away the last of Roeder’s 
belongings. 


It didn’t take long before the small cabin again felt like 
Roeder’s home. 
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When the soup was hot, Alice brought Roeder a bowl and a 
glass of water. Slowly, Roeder picked up his spoon and 
started to eat ravenously. The three of us breathed a 
collective and silent sigh of relief that Roeder's appetite had 
returned. Alice dished up some of the hearty soup for the 
rest of us and we all ate with relish. 


It was just after noon when we finished eating. Alice and 
Rudy said good-bye. Alice hugged us both tightly and said 
she'd have both of us to dinner soon. Rudy said good-bye, 
hugged Roeder tightly, shook my hand, and headed back to 
work. When they were gone, the cabin fell quiet, with the 
crackling of the fire the only sound. 


Roeder looked tired - really tired. | undressed him gently, 
enjoying the feel of his skin on my hands, and helped him 
get into bed, covering him with his blankets. | kissed him 
softly and sat in the chair next to the fire. “Blayne, would 
you...?” Roeder lifted the covers as an invitation. | 
undressed and climbed into the bed with him, pulling him 
close to me, my chest pressed to his back, my arms 
wrapping around him protectively. Very quickly, he slipped 
into a deep, restful, and healing sleep. Once Roeder was 
sound asleep, | slowly got out of bed. After dressing and 
retrieving the suitcases from my car, | spent the afternoon 
reading quietly in front of the fire, watching Roeder sleep 
and listening to the soft sound of his breathing. 


It was nearly dark when | heard the first stirrings from the 
bed. Roeder had slept almost the entire afternoon. 


“Blayne....” 
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“I’m here.” | got up from the chair and sat on the edge of 
the bed. “Are you feeling better?” 


Roeder stretched languidly under the covers. “Uh-huh.” 


"| made a light dinner, if you're hungry.” He nodded and | 
got the sandwiches I'd made while he was sleeping and 
brought him a cup of herbal tea. We ate together, him in 
bed, me lying next to him, needing to be close to him. 


“Would you like a bath?” 


Roeder nodded, and | got up and put some water to heat 
near the fire. Once we'd finished our dinner, | pulled out the 
bathing basin from under the bed, putting it in front of the 
fire, and got everything ready. Roeder got out of bed and 
walked naked to the tub, stepped into the warm water, and 
sighed loudly as he knelt in the tub. | stripped to my 
underwear and T-shirt before pouring water over Roeder’s 
body and gently washing him clean. Throughout the 
process, Roeder maintained contact with my skin, touching 
my arm, his hand on my leg, or touching his lips to mine. 


And he hummed, softly filling the room with his simple quiet 
song. We didn’t talk. We didn’t need to; our hands, lips, and 
bodies said more than words could ever express. When he 
was Clean, | poured water over him to rinse away the soap. 
Roeder stepped out of the tub and | dried him quickly, 
wrapping him in a warm blanket. 


After emptying the tub, | led Roeder back to the bed, 
Slipping off the blanket and pulling back the covers to let 
him slip beneath them before slipping off my briefs and T-59 
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shirt and joining him. Our bodies entwined almost on their 
own, hands caressing gently. “Tell me what happened?” 


| spent the next little while telling him about breaking into 
my father’s desk, finding the will, hiring a lawyer, and lastly 
| described the confrontation with my father. Roeder told me 
about being evicted late Tuesday. My father must have 
gotten impatient and had Roeder evicted after he’d gotten 
back from the doctor. Our hands kept busy, bodies 
snuggling close. 


“Roeder, my sister invited you for Christmas.” He looked at 
me in disbelief. “She said she wanted very much to meet 
the man who’d stolen her little brother’s heart.” 


“Have |?” Lips touched mine softly and eyes looked deeply 
into mine. 


“Have you what?” My lips responded equally softly, my eyes 
locking on his. 


“Stolen your heart?” A hand pressed to my chest. 


“Oh yes.” My hand pressed to his chest. I said, “When I saw 
you at Rudy’s and you weren’t moving, | thought my heart 
would break. | thought I’d lost you forever.” | felt a tear roll 
down my cheek. 


Roeder smiled. “You’ve stolen my heart as well.” Our lips 
met in a deep, loving kiss, bodies pressed together, hands 
flowing across soft smooth skin. Being here in Roeder’s arms 
felt right, like coming home after a long trip. 


His lips slid along mine, his hands moving through my hair 
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as mine did the same in his. Rolling slowly onto my back, 
Roeder's body pressed me into the soft mattress, his lips 
pulling on mine, our tongues slipping past each other. I let a 
hand slide down his back and over his butt, fingers slipping 
into his crease. Roeder moaned softly into my mouth and 
pressed against my finger as | pressed it to his tiny opening. 


Slowly, | removed my finger, pulling away from Roeder’s hot 
lips. “Are you sure you're up for this, love?” He looked at me 
confused. “It’s not that | don’t want you. | do. 


| just don’t want you to....” Lips on mine cut off my words 
and my thoughts as Roeder devoured my mouth. 


“Blayne, make love to me.” His words whispered huskily 
between ravenous kisses. “I need you like | need to 
breathe.” | captured Roeder’s mouth and slowly rolled us 
over on the bed. 


“Are you sure?” Roeder nodded, his head falling back onto 
the pillow, as my lips and tongue ringed one of his nipples 
before sucking lightly on it. Roeder moaned and writhed 
gently on the bed and | continued working the sensitive 
nipple. | brought my lips to his, kissing him hard before 
turning my attention to the other nipple, sucking and 
nibbling until the only sounds he could make were 
incoherent moans of pleasure. 


My hand stroked down his chest and stomach before my 
fingers wrapped around his long, thick shaft, stroking gently. 
Giving his nipples a reprieve, | kissed him hard, my mouth 
and lips ravenously pulling and tugging on his. “Lift your 
arms, love.” He complied and | kissed a path from the 61 
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cleft of his hip to his elbows, licking and nuzzling the 
sensitive skin as | went. Roeder was humming now, filling 
the room with his own pleasure music. | switched sides and 
kissed a path back down, from elbow to hip, continuing 
across his leg to tickle and lick his smooth, hot balls, 
nuzzling them with my nose, swaddling them with my 
tongue and mouth, before kissing my way up along his 
throbbing shaft. My hands stroked up his chest, tweaking his 
nipples as his head slipped along my tongue and my lips 
slithered down his shaft. After almost losing Roeder, | 
needed him desperately. My hands needed more. | wanted 
to feel him, taste him, become part of him. 


“Oh, god, Blayne....” Roeder moaned as his hips thrust 
gently. | used my hand to gently still his hips. | wanted this 
to last. 


“Relax, love. We've got all night, and | want to take my 
time.” Slowly, | lifted and lowered my head, letting my lips 
travel along his shaft, my tongue teasing the swollen head, 
while my hands traveled across his skin. Lifting my head, 
letting him fall from my mouth, | again brought my lips to 
his. 


"| want you, Blayne.” Roeder lifted his legs, locking them 
around my hips. 


| reached to the small bedside table for the bottle I’d put 
there earlier, placing it on the bed. “Are you sure?” He 
nodded, kissing me again. Whispering, “I need to get you 
ready,” | repositioned myself, lifting and spreading Roeder’s 
legs to expose his most private opening. 
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“Blayne, what....” His eyes were glazed over with passion 
and desire. 


“Shhh ... just relax.” | ran my tongue down Roeder’s shaft, 
across his balls and down to his entrance, my tongue 
swirling around the puckered skin. Roeder gripped the 
bedding, whimpering softly as | teased the skin with my 
tongue. | felt the muscle start to relax and thrust my tongue 
against his tiny opening. | smiled and licked a line from his 
opening to his balls and up his cock, swirling my tongue 
around the head before licking my way back to his opening. 


“Blaayynnne,” he whined as | skewered his opening with my 
tongue, thrusting as far as | could. Roeder mashed his butt 
into my face as I thrust deep into him, my teeth gently 
scraping along his skin. “Want you ... need you bad....” 


Popping the top on the bottle, | lubed my fingers and 
carefully placed one at his entrance, feeling and teasing the 
Skin. Roeder moaned softly as | pressed a finger into his 
body, stroking across his gland. Roeder’s moaning became a 
steady stream of pleasure sounds as | added a second 
finger. 


| watched his face for any sign of discomfort, but saw only 
joy and happiness as his face reflected back to everything | 
was feeling and more. 


“Want you, please....” Roeder’s body was vibrating with 
excitement as | withdrew my fingers. 


| stroked my hand along his thigh. “Roll over, love. 
It'll be easier for you.” 
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Roeder shook his head. “I want to see you.” | nodded, 
letting all the love I felt show on my face, and, after placing 
a pillow beneath his hips, | positioned myself and for the 
first time pressed into Roeder’s hot, tight, welcoming body. 


Roeder whimpered as | slid into him, his face ablaze with 
passion. | leaned forward, kissing him passionately as 
Roeder’s kisses returned and magnified each of my 
emotions. 


Roeder wrapped his arms around my neck, pulling our 
bodies together, his manhood throbbing between us. I ran 
my fingers through his hair and felt his horns near his 
forehead and | knew he loved me enough to show me who 
he really was. 


Our bodies moved together, the light from the fire warming 
us as we joined together. Roeder’s eyes locked onto mine. 
His wants and needs suddenly opened up to me and I gave 
them to him with everything | had, and | swear | could 
briefly see into his soul. | knew this was one of his special 
gifts and | reveled in the glimpse into his most private self 
that he’d shown me during our moment of blinding passion. 


| managed to croak “I love you” as | poured myself deep into 
his body, and he shouted that he loved me as | felt him 
climax between our bodies. 


| collapsed onto him, kissing him deeply, loving this man | 
knew I couldn't live without, while he loved me in return 
with everything he had. Withdrawing from his body, | crept 
off the bed, got a towel, and cleaned us both up before 
climbing back into the warm, welcoming bed. 
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I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him close, his lips 
coming naturally to mine. “In addition to the land, my 
grandfather left me his hunting cabin.” I nuzzled his 
shoulder, kissing the warm skin. 


Roeder nibbled gently on my ear. “It’s just down the road. 
"ve maintained it since he died.” | could tell Roeder was 
starting to drift off to sleep, his head resting on my 
shoulder, his knee pulled up across my legs. 


| kissed him gently. “I was wondering....” | nuzzled his neck 
and Roeder moaned softly as | kissed a line across his 
throat. “Is the cabin big enough for two?” Roeder’s lips 
found mine, kissing me hard, while his arms wrapped 
around my neck. | took that as a yes. 
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